ENGLAND

O England, full of sin, but most of sloth !

Spit out thy phlegm and fill thy breast with glory.

Thy gentry bleats, as if thy native cloth

Transfused a sheepishness into thy story ;
Not that they all are so, but that the most
Are gone to grass and in the pasture lost.

GEORGE   HERBERT.

Accurate and prophetic poet ! The gentry still
bleats. With how refined and tremulous a note ! A
baaing, not of adult ewes and rams, but of lamrnikins.
In Herbert's time the sheep were at least full grown.
But then the native cloth was still the genuine woollen.
To-day it is mostly viscose and acetate. Peter Pan
came in with artificial silk, his revolting uncles, the
Cheerybles, with Roberts' Self-Acting Mule. Infantil-
ism would seem to be a direct product of industrialism.

Thus from a mixture of all kinds began

That heterogeneous thing, an Englishman :

In eager rapes and furious lust begot

Between a painted Briton and a Scot;

Whose gendering offspring quickly learnt to bow

And yoke their heifers to the Roman plough ;

From whence a mongrel half-bred race there came,

With neither name nor nation, speech or fame ;

In whose hot veins new mixtures quickly ran,

Infused between a Saxon and a Dane ;

While their rank daughters, to their parents just,

Received all nations with promiscuous lust.
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